c>6               FOR    SERVICES    RENDERED           ACT I

MRS. ARDSLEY: What have you been doing all the afternoon?

SYDNEY: Nothing very much.  Knitting a bit.

MRS. ARDSLEY: Ethel's here. Howard's coming to fetch her

on his way home from Stanbury.   He's gone to the

cattle-market.

SYDNEY: I suppose he'll be as tight as a drum.
MRS. ARDSLEY: Sydaeyl
SYDNEY: [With a little chuckle.] What rot it all is.   Does

Ethel really think we don't know he drinks?
MRS. ARDSLEY: She's proud.   She doesn't want to admit

that she made a mistake.
SYDNEY: I shall never stop asking myself what on earth she

saw in him.
MRS. ARDSLEY: Everything was so different then. He looked

very nice in uniform. He was an officer.
SYDNEY: You and father ought to have put your foot down.
MRS. ARDSLEY: They were madly in love with one another.

When all that slaughter was going on it seemed so

snobbish to object to a man because he was just a small

tenant farmer.

SYDNEY: Did you think the war was going on for ever?
MRS. ARDSLEY: No, but it looked as though the world

would be a changed place when it stopped.
SYDNEY: It's funny when you think of it. Everything goes

on in the same old way, except that we're all broke to

the wide and a few hundred thousand fellows like me

have had our chance of making a good job of life

snatched away from us.

[MRS. ARDSLEY gives a sigh and makes an unhappy
gesture.  SYDNEY utters a little sardonic chuckle.

Cheer up,   mother.   You  must  console yourself by

thinking that you've got a hero for a son.   M.C. and

mentioned in despatches.  No one can say I didn't do

my bit.